THE   RETURN   JOURNEY

sordid mountain population, ledged on the slopes and in
the crevices. In the wider valleys there is still a sense of
cowering among the people. But they catch a new tone
from their contact with the foreigners. And in the towns
are nothing but tradespeople.

So I dimbed slowly up, for a whole day, first along the
highroad, sometimes above and sometimes below the
twisting, serpentine railway, then afterwards along a path
on the side of the hill - a path that went through the crew-
yards of isolated farms and even through the garden of a
village priest. The priest was decorating an archway. He
stood on a chair in the sunshine, reaching up with a gar-
land, whilst the serving-woman stood below, talking loudly.

The valley here seemed wider, the great flanks of the
mountains gave place, the peaks above were further back.
So one was happier. I was pleased as I sat by the thin track
of single fiat stones that dropped swiftly downhill

At the bottom was a little town with a factory or
quarry, or a foundry, some place with long, smoking
chimneys, which made me feel quite at home among the
mountains.

It is the hideous rawness of the world of men, the
horrible, desolating harshness of the advance of the indus-
trial world upon the world of nature, that is so painful. It
looks as though the industrial spread of mankind were a
sort of dry disintegration advancing and advancing, a pro-
cess of dry disintegration. If only we could learn to take
thought for the whole world instead of for merely tiny bits
of it
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